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its character., but hidden away in these were
meadows complete with fences and hay-barns.
At the bottom of a continuous cleft between
mighty banks a tiny brook meandered along its
own private course. Up above, along the rims
of the banks, birches drooped fathom-long
festoons of leaves over hot-smelling ant-heaps as
the mid-day sun shone along the deft and the
cattle lay at their noon-tide rest. Here, once he
had become familiar with the lie of the land, it
was pleasant for Jussi to peel twigs for whisks
and cut striped walking-sticks. Here there was
none of that burden of ignorance that still made
life in the house unpleasant. Nor was there
anyone at his back to order him about; here he
could tend the cattle as he thought best.

His thoughts during the day usually took the

direction given them by whatever had chanced

to happen in the morning or  the preceding

evening.   Sometimes his mind would be engaged

the whole day with the present, with the scene

around him and the cattle, weaving visions of the

future, mostly with Tuorila, its master, mistress

and other elements for background.   Life was

good here;   he would never leave the place.

Father and mother and all of past and gone

Nikkila were far away and alien to this place;

happily, they had been swept away somewhere.

This sunshine was not for them.   Viewing the

matter from this sunny bank it seemed perfectly